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uniqueness
They may have higher mountains somewhere in the West— 
They may reach nearer skyline where the wild eagle nes ts - 
They may cover more territory  
Spread out farther east or west—
But the land from here to Kansas 
Holds the land of our country's best.
It has soils to fit the season—
It has lakes and mountains too.
It has people with a "Howdy" and a handshake's nothing new. 
It has people from here to yonder:
North, South. East, and West.
It has called them from the nation and has kept the very best.
And they live here from the hills of Pushmataha to the 
Red Hills of the West
a scene near Hinton--off 1-40
Rock Mary
By Glen V. McIntyre
In 1849. th o u s a n d s  o f  p io n e e rs  p u s h e d  th r o u g h  O k la h o m a  on  th e i r  w ay  w es t  to  the  
g o ld  f ie lds  o f  C a l i fo rn ia .  O ne  o f  the la n d m a rk s  they  lo o k e d  fo r  to  g u id e  them  on  th e ir  
w ay was a la rge  ro c k  o u tc r o p p in g  n e a r  H in to n  c a l le d  "R oc k  M a r y . "
Even the land shifts
as shaking pale blue air rises
in fu rnace- l ike  blasts:
here there are no trees to mark the way,
no monument.
the horizons stretch out until they touch
the awful remote face of heaven.
not even God cou ld  find  His way
in this uncerta in  emptiness,
sure ly we will wander here until we die:
but then, fa int at first.
ind is t inc t on the ind is t inc t horizon,
a point,
stil l and certa in as the hope of heaven, 
an island in this sh if t ing  sea of grass. 
Rock Mary, we are fixed upon you, 
sure for a t ime in an unsure world, 
we are on to California!
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